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AEKA3fSA3 TBAVELLEB'S 

SONG-BOOK. 



THE AB£ASS-Aa TRAVELLED. 



(WulWiea, In Blieet-nmalc funn, by Bmuom * Ei 



This piece is iiuended w represent an Eaatern man's ex. 

CBrience Binon); tl)« iuhabitoni^ ofArliaasas, sl^ow^ng tlisii 
ospicaltty and Clie raodo ofobtHinin); it. 
Several years since, lii' ivhs travelling the staK, to Lit.tle 
Roclr, the capital. In those Aaya, railroads had not been 
heard of, and die Btage-lioes were rery limited; so, under 
the ciroumatanoes. he was obliged to (ravel the whole dis- 
tance on foot. One evening, about dusk,, he came serosa a 
small log house, staiiding fifteen or twenty yards from the 
road, and enclosed by a low rail fence of the most primitive 
descriptioQ. In the doorway sat a man, playing a vtoliti' 
the tune was the then most popular air in that region — 
namely, "The Arkansas Traveller." He kept repeating the 
first part of the tune over and over again, aa he could not 
piny tlie second part. Ai the rime the traveller reached 
the house it waa raining very hard, and he was anxioua M 
obtain belter from the storm. The houaB loosed like any 
Oiing but a shelter, as it was covered with clBpl>oaida, and 
'he rain was leaking into every part of i'. The old mark's 
laughter Sarah appeai'ed w be gelljuj supper, while a 
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small boy was eelting ihe table, and Ihe old lady sat in tha 
aoorway near her husband, admiring the muaic. 

l■^.e stranger, on coining up, aaid, "How do you do?" 
Tlie man merely glanced at him, aud, continuing to play 
replied, " I do aa 1 please." 

Stranger, How long; liaye yon been Vwiag lieraT 

Old Man. D'ye see that mountain thar ? Well, that was 
ehar when I come here. 

iS, Can I stay iiere w-night? 

0. M: No 1 ye can't slay here. 

& How long will it take me to get to the next tavern ? 

0. M. Well, you'll not get thar at ail, if you stand thar 
fonlin' with me bU nighlt {Plays.) 
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S. Wdl, how far do joii oidl it to the neit tai-ernT 

0. M. 1 reakoii it's upwards of some disianco ! (Pbiyt 
ogam, as above.) 

S. I am very dry — do you keep finy spirits in your 
house? 

0. M. Do you think my house is haunted? They say^ 
thar's plsnty doiso in Che graveyard. {Plays as before.) 

S. How do they cross this river ahead? 

0. M. The duciia all swiui across. {Flays as before.) 

8. Row far is it to tJie forks of the road ? 

0. if. I've heen livic' here Qigh on twenty years, and no 
road ain't forked yit. {Plays as before.) 

S. Give roe some aatisfactiou, if you please, sir. Whera 
does this road go to? 

0. M. Well, it hain't moved a step since I've been hera 
{Plaiye as b^e.) 

8. Why don't you cover your house! It leaks. 

0. M. 'CauBe it's rainin'. 

iS. Then why doo't you cover it when it's not rainingt 

0. M. 'Cause it don't leak, {Plays as le/ore.) 

S, Why don't you play the second part of that tune? 

0. M. If you're a better player than I am, you can plaj 
ft youfselE I'll bring the fiddle out to you— I don't wajlt 
you in here I {Stra/nger plays the eecond pari of the (mie,) 



m 



m^^ 
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Si^^^^i 



O.k 



Git 



want to. Kick 11 
play it over — I w 
aeami part again.) 

0. M. Our aupper is ready dow ; won't joa li 

S. If you please. 

O. M. What will you take, tea or coffee 7 
S. A cup of tea, if you pleaae. 
0. M. Sail, git the grubbin'-hoe, and go dig ac 
fraa, quick I {Old man plays the first part) 
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kuire aud fork, if you 

Boj/. We liain't got do knives and forks, sir, 

S. Then give me a Bpoon. 

B. We hain'c got no spoons neither. 

S. Well, then, how do jou do? 

B. Tolerable, thank you; how do you do, sir? (CM 
itKXa plays the first part o^am!) 

The Etranger, finding eucli poor eccommodations, and 
thinking hia cooditioa oonld be bettered by leaving, soon 
deparled, and at last Bueceeded in flading a tavern, with 
better fare. He iias never had the courage lo visit Arkan- 



THE DBTOH MUSICIAH. 

A Pavorita Serio-Ooniio Garinan Eoffo Song. 

MaiiDjbyToBY Pabtoc 

—For the benefit of the English reader, this eong ■ 
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1 cac apjel so kliena fifel, 
Swill-li-willi-wil I dans ieat mien fift 
Eub-fl-dub-a-dubl dans iest mien tr 
My swil-li-willi-wil ! 
iS^ rub-8-dab-a-dnb I 

Dana iest mieu trununell 



Felft-la-lal dans iest miei 
Swil-li-willi-wil 1 dana iesi 
Eub-a-dul>-a-(lub! daaa ie 



My tub-u-dub-a-dub I 



SHB. 

Ich can spiel ao klieaa bassgyke — 
2>ooi:n-zooiii'EOOn] 1 dausiest mien baj 
Falla-lft-la I dana iast Piiec gyka ; 
Swil-li-wiHi-wil I daaa iest mien Hfel 
Rub-a-dnb-a-dub ! dana iest mien tni 

My Mia -la-la I 

My Bwil-li-willi-wil I 

My rub-a-dub-a-dubl 

Dftbs lest mien trummti T 
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ma Ml 


isi; du maukenT 


OaDHtduahpiela? cai 


ysi dii 

SHE. 


alipiela! 


loh can apial ao kliens borabass— 


Tra-ra-ral daaa i 






Zoom-KOom-aonm 


1 dans iest mien hassgyke 


Falla-la-lal dans 


ieat in 


ieu gyka 1 


Swil-li-willi-will 


danai 


astmianflfel; 


Eub-fl-€hib-a-dub 


t dans 


1 ieat [Dien trummel. 


My tra-ra-rt. 






My 2<.om-!».( 






If 7 falla-la-l< 


U 




My awil.li-w 


iUi-wil 




My rub-a-dub-a-du 




Dana iei 


it miei 


1 trummell 


Shanna maidschen, ws 


HE. 


■aDdi. raauken? 


Canat do ahpiela ? cai 


ist du 


Bhpiela? 



1 can apiel so klieni.. trlaiijcle — 
Hic-moc-raoc I dans iest mien triaagla; 
Tra-ra-ral dans ieat mien borabass; 
Ziwm-Koom-zoom' dans iest mien bassgykef 
Fatla-la-la! dans iust mien gyks,; 
Swil-li-willi-will daaa ieat mien Efel; 
Bub-a-dub-a-dubl dans ieat mien trmumel ; 

My hic-moo-mool 

My tra-ra-ral 

Myzooni-zoom-zooml 

Myf^la-la-!al 

My Bwil-li-willi-wii ! 

My rub-a-dub-a-dub! 

Dana ieat mien truranieU 
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a QENTLEUAX, 



lb CHn apie! ao kliona dnidtesock — 

Qiia-qiw-qua 1 dana ieslmien drudleaookj 
Hic-moc-nioc I dana iost miea tnauglo ; 
Tra-ra-ral dsna iest niian boraWs ; 
Zoom-zoom-Eoom I dacs ieat mien baasgylcej 
Falla-la-tal dans ieat rnien gjka; 
Swil-11-wllli-wil ! dans ieBt mien fifel; 
Bub-a-dub-s-diib 1 dana lest mion trammel. 

My qua-qua-qiia I 

My hic-mop-raoc 1 

lljl».r,.,.l 

My tallarla-la 1 

My Bwil-ii-willi-ivil I 

My rub-a-dub-a-dub I 

Dans ieat mien tramme) ' 



THE SEHTSAL EN&LI8ff (lEHTLEMAN. 
AlB— "raw Oia EogWili Gentle.OEin." 

s islaud -home that lies beyond Ihe sea, 
Behold Ibe great original and genuine "'Tia He;" 
A paaochy, fuming son of beef, with double weight of obini 
Aiul eyes that were benevoleati but for their siHgulsr ten- 
dency to turn green whenever it is remarked that his 
iri epreasible AmaricuD cousins Lave made another 
treaty with China ahead of him, and taken Albion in — 
Tbia central English gentleman, one of the modern time, 

With"n 



Ind this he makes a source of pride; but wherefore there 

should be 
3uoh credit to an BnglfehmaE, in the fact that he is de- 
scended from a cation which England is forever pre- 
tending to regard as slightly lier inferior in every 
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THB HKUnUL ENGLISH aENTLKMAH. 13 

thina and pariii;ularly behiacl iier iu miliWTy and na- 
Xhii neutral English eentleinan, one of the mnderu time. 

He dsHla in ChriaUaultjr — Episcopalian brand — 
And sends his miseionarias forth to bully heath'sn-lend; 
JnBt mantion "alavery" to him, and, with a joyous sigh, 
He'Jl say it's 'orrid, Bcantialous, althongh he is ready tt 
fight Tor the cotton raised liy sla ves, and forgela hon 
he bothered ilie Chinese Co make them take opium; 
and bleiv the Sepoys from the guns because the poor 
devils refused to be enalaived by the East India Gom- 
pany, or pbi-lan-thro-py — 
This neutral English gentleman, one of the modern time. 
It pasneth slioiv: 
can't be foes, you 

But, as a Ohristian gentleman, he cannot, cannot hide 

His horror of lilie spectacle of four millions of black beiagg 
beingbeldinbondagebya nation professing the ]ai^;eat 
liberty in the world; though, in case of an and-alavery 
crusade, the interest of his Manclisster factors would 
imperatively forbid hitn to take part on either aide — 

This neutral English gentleman, one of the modern time. 
. Now seeing the said Jonathan by base rebellion stirred, 

And battling with pro-slavery, it might be thence inferred 

That British hearts would be with us in this most holy strife; 

But instead of thai, John BoU'ssympathy la labelled "Neu- 
trality," and consigned to any rebel port not too closely 
blockaded to permit English vessels loaded with muni- 
tions to slip in. And when you ask Mr. Bull what he 
meant by hia inconsistent conduct, lie becomes notori- 
oualy indlgnSnt, rolls up hia eyes, and says. "I can't 
endure to see brothers murdering each other, and keep- 
ing me out of my cotton — I can't, npon my life" — 

rhia neutral British gentleman, one of the modern time. 
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Allowiag t\\si iis had his choice, it reii]ly seema to me, 
The moFsl EugliS!''! gemletqati would ohooae a front acat 
with his loferaal Majesty: since Milton, la ,iiis blank- 
verse oori'eapoiidence with old. Time, more than oooe 
hinted the possibility of Nids's rebellioQ against Hoaven 
sncceediug. Aud as the Lower Secesaia has cottoned 
to England through numerous H»noverian reigns, such 
a choice on the part of the (fliilanihropical Erttisher 
would be simply BDOther Bpecimen of his neutral-i-tj — 
The neutral £HtUh gentleman, oue of the moderu time. 



THE SEVEM DAT3' PiaST. 

'Wat down in Old Virginia, not many months ago, 
McOlellan made a movement — he made it very slow; 
The rebels they soon found it out, and pitched into our rear j 
They got the very d — 1, for they found old Kearney there I 
Chorus, 

Iq the old Virginia Lowlands, Lowlands, Lowland^ 

In the old Vii^inia Lowlands, low I 

Again at Savage' Station, we met the rebel foe — 

That General Sumner whipped them, their list of killed will 

Than " Fighting Josy Hooker" csme up with his trahi — 
He met them on the third day, and whipped them over 

In the old, etc 



Mac thought that he would stop the fun, and bring it 
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WTian we heard tliat Mac had sect for us, with Joy 0U7 
hearts did fill, 

And we were quickly ready on the top of Malvern hill; 

The rebels they eomineEoed the fight, bat we were noL dis- 
mayed — 

They might as well have met the de'il, aa Howe and his 
brigade 1 

In the old, etc. 

The rebels they began the fight by throwing shot and 

shell: 
That was a game, tlioy soon found oat, that Couch's meti 

could them excel. 
We foi^ht them from the morning's dawn until tie Setting 

Among the killed and wounded, why, they had three to 

la the old, etc. 

The Ninety-third — the Twenty-third — were early oa the 

Tbe Sixty-first, New York Chasseurs, soon allowed them- 
selves around; 
Then came tho Firat Long Island — we all did our work 

Aa many a wounded rebel from experieace can tell. 
In the old, etc. 

When we came to James River, the hoya began to cheer, 
As they saw the little Monitor — up the river she did ateer. 
The rebel General got soared, and unto his men did say — 
" Bete cornea a Yankee earthquake, we'd better got away," 
In Llie old, etc 

Let our Little Uac alone, foe he is tried and true; 

And jou have found out lately that he is our only hop»— 

For twice be saved the capital — likewise McDowell and 

In the old, etc 



H<,.i-< V, Google: 



Now I thitik I will flnisb, and bring it to an end, 

With tliree cheers for Little Mac— he's eTery aoldiet'fl 

I would like ell agitators aud paliticiaua to understatid, 
If one can save the UniOE, why Little Mac's the man. 
In the old, etc. 



HOMEY 13 TODE OKLY FEIEND, 

A Hatter-of-f not Oomio Song. 

Ant— "Green grow tlo.Enahea. O I" 

Op MendBhiii I liave heard much talk; 

Bat you will find it, in tlie end, 
That ifdistresaed at any time, 

Then money is your only I'riend. 
Ohonm — Yes, money is your only friend 
Money la your only friend; 
■Where'er you go, you'll find it eo 
You must have money for to s\ 

If you ace sick, and like to die. 
And for the doctor then you send, 

Tou must to him advance a fee — 
Then money ia your only friend. 

If you should have a suit at law, 

On whiiih you all your hopes depend, 

The lawyers want %o aae your cash — 
Then money is your only faiend. 

Yes, mooey, eic. 

Then let me have a store of gold, 

From every ill it will defend: 
In every eiigence of life, 

Dear money is your only friend. 

Yes, money, etc. 
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IHB THEATKE OH A BENEFIT NldHTi 

Or, tba Bowery Tbird Tier, 

AiE— "PiMtdfs Curlosltr-SLop." 

Uk. BLUBBa is my name, jou must Imow, 

A Qioe lUlle wife I liave got, 

Whom I always treal wtten I can. 
To the theatre we wenl 'tother night — 

'Twas a beuefll night, d'ye aee; 
A rich treat I thoiight we should have, 
And BO Ihouglit my sweet Mrs, B. 
C'haria. 
There's a small chance of seeing the aighU, 

It's a fact, aa my sonp it will show, 
To those who on beuefit nighta 
To the Bowery Theatre will go. 

Twas sis when our lodgings we led, 

And to the theatre we went; 
But the crowd there it aooo got so great. 

At length up the stairs we Were crammed — 

Some joked, aud called it a spree, 
To aee low my limbs they were jammecl, 

la protecting my dear Mrs. B. 

There's a small chance, etc. 

Ip the third tier we quickly were poked ; 

Of our purses we hoth soon were eased; 
We were stuck 'mongat a lot of Tast ladieg, 

Who seemed lo act just as they pleased. 
The place was so dreadfully hoc, 

With myself, 'gad, it didn't agree; 
It soon made me awfully aiclt, 

And BO it made poor Mi-s. B. 

There's a small chanoe, etc. 
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We didn't know whnt for to do, 

For we couldn't maka ooi- whj out; 
We were jammed up like pluma in a pudding 

And were Blismefullj knooked all about 
"You fool, take your hat offl" aajs one; 

And another, alluding to me, 
Ssya, "I wonder where he picked her up?" 

What an insult tK> poor Mra. B. 1 

There's a small chance, ett^ 

At last we got settled a bit, 

Not heeding at all what was said; 
But ne hadn't been sitting down long, 

When I got such a timmp on lie beadi 
1^ hot was knocked oyer ray eyes, 

And I was quickly unable to see : 
"Lord! I want to skedaddle," ssya I; 

" So do I," soys my dear Mrs. B. 

There's a aiuall chance, etc. 

We managed to squeeze our way out — 

M7 wife's clothes were all sadly torn, 
And my vlsa^ was quite black and bias. 

I went off to get my wounds dressed, 
But the doctor first asked for his fee; 

I hadn't a postage-stamp left, 
And neither had poor Mrs. B. 

There's a small chance, ela. 

We made the best liaste to our home, 

And a pretty nice state >ie were in — 
Broken noae, broken bonnet and hat. 

And our pockets both eased of their tin I 
And, although we went to the play, 

Not the first single scene did we see: 
I ne'er went to the theatre sioce. 

Nor I never brought sweet Mrs. B. 

There's a small chance, eb). 
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iLL MANKIND ARE WOESfB. 
A nlghly Popolai Comic Son^, 



As all w-e mortals wm to day, 




When closed our mortal lerina, si 


r, 


I tMnk wo may with reason sbj 




That all mankind are worms, ^r. 




But aa itisre's some may doubl thJH 


tCQth. 


And I like to be exact, sir, 




Tour patience kindly grant me, while 


I'll tiy to prove the fact, sir. 




Ohorus — Bow, wovi, wow 


, eta. 



The Dandy he's a tape-worm. 
Made up of stays and lace, sir; 

The Tailor he's a cabbage-worm. 
That cots your leaves with grace, Al. 

TJie lover he's a glow-worm, 
That shines bnt to allure, sir; 

Tbe Husbaod he'sia ring- worm, 

The Glutton he's a meal-worm, 

Still feeding night and day, air] 
The Drunkard he's a still-worm, 

That drinks his all away, sir. 
The Brewer he's a malt-worm, 

A very jolly one, sir; 
The Farmer he's a grub- worm, 

That grubs on in the aun, sir. 



The Scholar he's a boolc-worm, 
That besl on ieaniing feeds, sir; 

The Miaer ha's a mnek-worm, 
That on a dunghill breeds, At. 
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The RoBUB he's but a blind- worm, 
Thst warka oa in the dark, sir ; 

The Ooqnette she's a bait-worm, 
That angles for a spark, sir. 



The& 

Strill feeding upon life, sirl 
A Maid ahe is a silk-worm, 

Tbat ehsBgea every way, air; 
And Lore " a worm i' the bud" is, 

Thac eats our peace away, sir. 

Boiv, wow, wow, (li* 

And thua I think I've proved to you 
That aH mankind are worms, air— 

Of different kinds and natures, too, 
And different shapes and forms, air: 



To the worms at our tail-e 

Let's hope, like jolly butterfl 

That we may all ascend, s' 



THE WEDDED BACHELOR. 

A Ksw Parody. 

Not a drum was heard, not a aignal-note, 

As the parties to the altar we hurried ; 

But each person wok their farewell look 

Of the bachelor about lo be married. 

"We married him quickly, at dead of night, 
The state of bachelorhood turning, 

By the strut^ling moonbeams' misty light, 
And our caadles dimly bmning. 



H<,.i-< V, Google: 



BBiins enelooed his breasl, 
costly BMire Biirround him; 
to the bachelor's plaia arjlo of drean 
the priest's clean I'otded Brousd bim. 

and short were the prayers we said, 
And ne apoka not a word of sorrow; 
Bui, as we gazed iu his face, we plainly read 
That he bitterly thought of the morrow ! 

We thouphl, as we strolled down his narrow bed, 

And smooded bis h>nely pillow, 
How the mop and the broomsticli would fly o'er hit 

And we far away oa the billow. 

Lightly they'll talk of the one that's ^one, 
And before hia dear spouse upbraid himj 

But they'll little espeot, if they let him pasa on, 
He'll follow the samples they've made him. 

But half of our heavy lask was done. 
When the bell tolled the hour for retiring; 

And we knew, by the jiogliug and rattling of tiaa 
That a homing was about transpiring. 

Sadly and dearly he did repent 

or U)e step taken in matilmony; 
Almost broken-hearted he did lament — 

" Oh, leave me 4Lonb for my glory 1" 



PADDY OTLAHAaiH. 
TwAH Paddy O'^aiiagan sec out one moniiug 

I'rcim Dublin, sweet city, to London on foot, 
hi nil old tu tiered jaokei, all foppery sporning, 

Willi a Kliue on bia leg and bis neck in a boot. 
■liisliH irliBckl ill no time he walked over the water, 

.And BiKKi sBi his head on England's I'araad shore; 
n'luli- fnrjoy ol hinsafely Ills stomach did totter— 

Itf SUM teddy O'Reilly and Molly AstJiore, 
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i. place ha soon got wliea in. London srriveiJ, sir, 
io bruati up n gemmiiD, and waiC oc his ccat — 
Where be booq learned to know tbat jiat four benns mak< 
five, sir, 
And could teil you a tale with his tongue down his throat 
How one daj, while Pat was bis master attending, 

In hia study, where letlflrs around Wra did lay, 
When In begged hard for one to hia frieuds to be aending, 
As 'twould save him from writing, and he tbo beat way. 
With hia phiiilti, etc. 

Soon alter, being sent with a basket and letter. 

Crammed full of live pigeons to give to a friend, 
Bnraged at their fluttering, he thought it was better 

To set them at large, and their tniaerj end ; 
Then on, ji^ he went, to tiie place where directed, 

But the door had no knoelier — so, wiiat does he do? 
Taith, he knocked at the neit, where the servant altend- 

ing— 
Cried Pat, "It's your knocker I want, and not youl" 
With your phililu, eta 

Beiiw brought 'fore the gemraan, he gave him the noto^ 

Who said, " In the letter here's pigeons, I find." 
"Bejabers," aaysPat, "that's a very good joks, 

For they fled from the basket, and ieft me behind I" 
TUm gentleman awore for the loss he must pay. 

Or on losing hia place for certain depend ; 
Pat replied, " To your offer I'il not once say nay. 

If you'll be so kind as the money to lend !" 

With my phililu, eta 
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Say, more, Paddy Flanafrtm joinn in the wish 
Tliat Che Oarea [)f our Friends may soon find a decrease; 

That war may be drowned on dry land with Ihe fish, 
ind the world forever taste blesaiLgs of paaes. 
With my phililii, etc 



KATTT O'EASB. 

Was noitfatricl: O'Lilt, sure, a hroih ofa larf, 
Who oartered what money and baubles he had, 

■'■V -jie h>ve of Lis sweetheart, Mias Kstty O'RaonT 
filncB ne fell deep in love, 'faith I no lonffer the spade 
He handled, or followed the turfeotting trade; 
But Bang day and ni^ht to malce his heart light, 
And swore for hia Katty he'd die or he'd fight: 
Thua did Patrie'' ttjI'- for Mins Katty O'Earw 
Chorua — Ki lol de rol, eto. 

He sang out liis lore in a sorrowful atraiu.; 

His warblingishe heard, but she laughed at hia pain — 

Which he couid not bear from Miss Katty O'Eann. 
Twas enough to have melted the heart of a stone 
To have heard Che poor lad sing, sigh, mutter, and moan, 
Wlule she turned up her noae, which stood always awiy, 
And plump =3 another ahe caal her aheep's eye, 

Crying, "Pat, you won't do for Miaa EatCy O'Eann." 
Ri col de rol, eta 

As he found no impression he made on the maid, 
"Faith, he ahovSled himself out of life with hia spade, 

Deleimined to perish for EatCy O'Baun: 
For, with spade, ax:e, and mallet, about his neck tied, 
He plunged in the Lilffey, and Chere for her died I 
As he sunk from the shore, he cried, " EaCty, no more 
Shall you Crouble my spirit, or mako my hones sore ; 

So bad luck to you, beautiful Katty O'Rannl" 

Bi tol de rol, eta 
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PHILIP THE FALOOHEE, 
TOUNQ Philip the falconer's up with tte daj, 

With bis niorlin on his arm, 
And AowD the nDill meadows has taken bia yit,j 

To hawk — and pray where'a the harm? 
Philip ia sWlwart, aad Philip is youog, 
Acd Philip, they Bay, has a musical tongue. 
The miller'a young sister is fresh aad is fair, 
And Philip he always is hawking there] 
For lie vows and deulares, believe it or not, 
There's not in the kingdom, for herons, such a Bfint j 
And falcoDS, they aay, to fly true to theu- prey, 
Should ba trained in the morning early. 
The miller'a to market to buy him some com, 

For work it should never stand still; 
i. maioea ia loitering under the thorn, 

In the meadow below the mill ; 
And Philip's (crown tired of a baohelor'a life — 
Thinks the miller's young sister would make a good vrifc; 
And ao comes a whisper, and so comes a smile, 
And then a long leave-taking over the stile. 
Oh, when he returns from market, I guess. 
The miller will Bnd he's a sister the less! 
For maidens, they say, do not always say " Nay," 
When they're asked in the morning early. 
The miller'a returned to a comfortleas home. 

No maiden's sweet voice is there ; 
He sought o'er the hilis, through the vaJleys and Eeldi, 

For comfort his spirits to cheer. 
But the birds sang less sweetly, the streams lEuricured low 
The winds were all cross, and the mill wouldn't go: 
But be met little Mary just down by the lea— [hearts Tree 
Now they both bad long loved, when they thought thei 
"0 Mary," he said, and her hand pressed the while, 
" Shall we talk of our wedding Just down by the BtiJe?" 
She blushed, turned away, bnt she didn't say "Nay," 
So ther married one morning early. 
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63.E WAS aiSTEE TO TEE AMaELS. 

For we knew we could not traue. 
Id that form of radiHUD boamy, 

Ahj stain of earllily race;. 
Xiike a Butibeani was liar laughter, 

And of heaven's own blue her eje; 
Aiid we wouderod not they toot her 

'ij their home beyond the sky: 
Like a slmdow that comes flitljng 

Through some britcht and suouy boam. 
She has passed away before us, 

And has teft us but a dream. 



In fl thousand sunny places 

We their beauteous forms may Tiew 
Bat they seem not half so lovely 

Aa the flowers our childhood knew. 
So in all thafa fair arouud ua, 

Wb in part recall that face, 
That had less of earth than heareu, 

Yet of each had lefl a trace. 



JiKE BCHNEIDER'S DAOflSTEK 
A Parody on "Lord Ullin's Da.nglitsri'' 



A TELLER, it) der Jer^wy clime, 
Ciies, "Poalinan, do not dariyl 

Qii rU gif you a pretsel vine 
To row us o'er der yefry." 



H<,.i-< V, Google: 



"Now who vould oroga der Shersey Creek; 

Dis dark und muddy valer ?" 
"Oh, I'm VoD Schunk," der veller ahpeak, 
" On diB Jake Sohoeider'a daughlsr," 
Chorus, 
Whack row de dow, 

A huTikey bay tos Jacob Schneider; 
Whack row de dow, 
Db gal Tos ahlole avayl 

"Te've left her vader's house pehind— 

Across der shtream I'll dake ber; 
Un if der rarnishder ve vind, 

Mrs. Ton Schuck ru nmke her. 
Old Schneider's aiea pehiud ua lide, 

Dey shvear dey'U cut mine vikOq! 
Den wlw vill sheer mine ponny pride, 

iriamdaked tobriaouT" 

Whack row de dow, etc, 

Oot shpoke der poatmau, " Ton sha'nt vail; 

To go, by tarn, I'm ready I 
It ifih not ror your pretzel ahtala, 

But vor your broDty lady. 
Shuat help der poat vrom off desc logs — < 

Too heavy ' Lis to carry ; 
Ub, dough der mud iah vuU of vrogs, 

ru row you o'er der verry." 

Whack row de dow, etc 

ShuBt den der rain pegin'd to vail— 

Der puUvrogB ahtopped deir squeaking; 
Der lady virat niit vrigbt did bawl, 

IJn den, aah louder plowed der vind, 
Uo ash der night f^row'd droaror, 

D^ heard der Deutscheumen pehind — 
Deir drampling sounded nearer I 

Whack row de dow, eto. 
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Idi 

Un so yon't to net mine vsder." 
Der poat voa launched ubon der creek, 

Der lovers vent on poard it; 
Dec vatera rushed in troHgt eiioh Isak, 

Dn loud dor ahtorm roared it. 

Whack row de dow, etc. 

Ud van half vay Hcross dey gov, 

Trougii mud un vater shteering, 
Olt Schneider reaolied der valal ahpot, 

His wrath voa changed to stvearing. 
For in der poat, in her pest clothes, 

His ahild he did dishgover; 
Von lovely baud shttetched yrom her aoso, 

Bn voQ V03 rouut her iover, 

"Whaok row de dow, «ta 

" Gome pack, gome pack I" alout he cried, 

"Toi^ive your volly I viU." 
"Nienl nary pack I" Von Sctrank replied, 

" Tou may go to der tuyfel 1" 
Der lovers vont. He turned araunci, 

Mit curses loud uu blentj, 
Vent to his home, and dere he Tound 

His money-trawer vos emf«;y. 

Whack row de dow, eta 



MT own HATIVE LAHD. 

TvE roved c 

I've traversed Che wave-rolling si 
Though ttie fields were aa green, a 
bi'ight, 
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Tfaough tbe fields were &: 
bright, 
Tet it was not mj- own 


< green, and the in 
native iand. 


ooa shooe al 


Tbe right hand of fi i 
And bright eyes h 

Yet bdppier far wen 
In the Weat— in i 


iendnhip how oft I have graapea, 
lave smiled and looked bland; 
g the hoars that I paaaed 
ny own native land. 




Tes, yes, yes, yea, yea— yes, yes, 
Tet happier far were the hoars that I passed 
Id the Weat— in luy own natire land. 


yes, yea, 


real 



Iben hail, dear Columbia, the land that we love, 

Where flourishes Liljerty's tree; 
The birthplace of Freedom, our own native home, 

Tia the land, 'tis the land of the fraa I 

Ten, yes, yes, yes, yes — yes, yes, yes, yeg, yes I 
The birthplace of Freedom, our owq native home, 

'Tia tbe land, 'lis the land of the free I 



lion-Cipa. 
Taut Fastob, tha tt- 



Ml SOnj( is of a " Peeier" guy, 

Hia "beat" 'twHs up and down Broadway, 
And he liKpked so fine in iiis suit of Wue 1 
The giria would sioile ss he'd pass by , 
But one theie was that met his eye — 
He thought her lJ\e fairest that ever he'd seen — 
Bho workei in a ahap on a sewing- niachine. 

(i^xAeji.) Big thing on tlie sewing-maohinft, 
CAiwTfs— My aoug, et«. 
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THB SHIELD, PISnEALL, AKD HBWlNS-MiOHINH. H 

Eacli even slie'd come at six o'clock, 
The Peeler for her would wait the wfiile; 

Hie wa^ns and atagea al ouce he'd stop, 
And hand her scroas wllh a wink and a ataOa. 

But he haij a rivRl, Eve feet in his hoota, 

A sort of a cook down at Moschutt's; 

A nice f oung man of I'lmil^d means — 

Ha waa ohiaf-engineer of the pork and beanal 

Big thing on the pork and beaut 
iij song, etc 

Saya the Peeler, "I'll cut out tliia 'Pishball.'" 
To "Sawiug'Machiue" he showed the oaahj 
Upon her each night be used to call, 

Which quiOKly settled poor Cooky's hash. 
One night he called, the maid to see. 
And found her squat on the Peeler's knee; 
And, what wirh affright there made him stand, 
She was piajiug EL way with his cUib in her hand, 
Big thing on tJio club. 

My Bong, eta 

Dried he, " For to live is now no use 1" — 

He crept into the coffee-cao through the apout; 
But, without ever cooking poor Cooky's goose, 

He waa only half boiled when the fire went ouL 
Bat, aa he waa raaolvod to die, 
He Bwallowed the shell of an oyster-pie. 
Then rammed it down with a loaf of bread — 
It atuck in bis throat, and choked him deadt 
Big thing on the Cooky. 

My song, eta 

When "Sewing-Machine" the news did hear, 

For a pouud of arsenic slie went out; 
She drank it off in a quart of beer, 

And threw up till she turned right inside outi 
When the Peeler heard of these sad mishaps, 
Ha swallowed a pound o^ 
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Then a gallon of toandy liia heat ircreaseB, 
Till ftioy bursted and blBW liira all to piaoefl! 

Big thing on the poroussiona, 
Mj song^ etc. 



LITTLE MOEE CIBES, 

lu 

And I love al 
I love the girls for loving me, 
But I love myself the best. 
Oh, dear, I am so thirsty 1 

I've juBt bean down to snpper — 
I drank three pails of apple-jaok, 
And a tub of apple-butter 1 
Cbona — Ob, little more cider too, 
A little mora cider too; 
A little more cider for Uisa Dinah, 
A little more older tool 

When first I saw Miss Saowflaks, 
'Twas on Broadway I spied her; 

I'd ^ve my hat and boots, I would, 
If I could been beside her. 

She looked at me, and I looked at her, 

And theo she siuiliii^ said to me, 
"A little more cider awaet," 

Ob, little more cider, eta 

Oh, I wish I was an apple, 

And SnowSake was another ; 
Oh, what a pretty pair we'd make, 

Upon a tree together 1 
How bad de darkeys all would feel, 

When on the tree they apied her. 
To think how happy we would be 

When we're made into cider 1 

Oh, little mor* cider, ate. 
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But now old aga cornea creeping on— 

We grow down, and don't get bigger; 
And cider aweec am sour then, 

And I am just de nigger, 
fiut let de cause be vihal it will, 

Short, small, or wider, 
She am de apple or my soul, 

And I'm bouud to ba beside her. 

Oh, little more cider, etc 



KATHLEES O'EEaAlT. 

A BOT in my teens, just befijre I reached twenty, 

Among the young lasses would east a hamlt's eye! 
Fresh lilies and rosea, and posies in plenty. 

Graced Kathleen O'Eagan, the pride of Athy. 
Bhe'd say, "Pat, be aisyl ah, why do you teaie me? 

I dread W> come near you, and cannot tell why." 
"My sowll neither Jenny nor Nell of Kilkenny 

Are dear as sweet Kathleen, the pride of Athy." 

" Arrnh, Pat, you know thai my Ihther and mother 

Both think me Wo young to be married — oh, fie 1 
To stay awhiie longer I know they would rather; 

Then can't you have patience ?" — " Dear Kathleen, not I," 
She smiled lilie a Cupid, nhich made me look stupid — 

My eyes fixed with love, when I found she'd comply; 
So bloomed every feature, like soft tints of Nature, 

Of Kattleen O'Hegan, the pride of Athy. 

Thee war drove me on to where battle was raging, 
Shs kissed me, I pressed her with teara in each aye: 

"We sighed, groaned, and blabbered — she cried so engaging 
"Remember poor Kathleen, and once-loved Athy, 

"Where oft, in its.bowers, you've pulled me sweet flowers— 
If e'er you forget it, I'll ceruinly die I" 

-" - ■■• ■ ive, I'll ever be tnie, love. 
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A LITTLE mm OF LITTLE THIMOS, 

A Little Comic Bittj, 

Bong bf Ore Me Joen Wihahs, ikt Cbe (Tullonnl sod Boweiy Tbeatnl, 

AiK— "¥lna Old Irwli QBntloiiiiin.'' 
I'll alrg to you a little aong, in little jingling rhymes, 
'Bout liLlie tolks and little things in th>»<e runny little timea, 
Their little ways, their little dseds — though perhaps I've 



The litUe joys of former times have nearly pagsed away ; 
There's very little labor now, nnd very lii;tle pay: 
All things with being little here we honestly may charge, 
If we except the taxes, which you'll own are very large— 
For this is, etc. 

Te've very little orators, who Iske no little paina 
To show the world at large that they have very little brainy* 
We've little men in Congress, who are no little bore. 
Besides a little bank-bill to oppress tlie little poor — 

We've Little swells about the town, who've a very little 

And pert and prudish little maids, with a little child at 

And little foppish dandy sparks, whose credit's very queer, 
Who strut their little forms about to quia the little fair — 
For this is, et^^ 

And then we've pretty little girls, who pore o'er little 

With little waiflta end little feet, and little fancy bonnets, 
Who paint tlieir pretty little cheeks, and play their littt9 

To win the little men's sweet smiles, end please their litUa 
hearts — For this is, etc. 
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We've little balla and little roiita, where little people go, 
To sport their littls figures aud to sport tbeir Uitle toe | 
Uttlo Bparks and little clerks, just broke froni tneir luarniDB ; 
Arid little boys who think IJray're men, with a little sweei 

For tills !a, elc 

A little smart apology, and then my song is dmie : 
IVeapote a litfta freely, juat to cause a little fuo; 
Mj object being, of little devils blue all to di^rm, 
So if I've gained that little end, I've done but little harm 
In this n; little history ofllttlo modern timea 



TIT FOB TAT. 
A lilghly FopuUi' Comia Song. 



Mr. Tibot, 08 they tell me, was not half so bold 
As his gay little wife, a most terrible scold, 

Wio was witty, and pretty, and smart, and all tdiat; 
But in truth she'd some reason to scold, Pin afraid, 
For she lately detected him kissing the maid I 
Bo he very much stared when she told him one day — 
"My love, if you like, you may go to the play. 

Which ia witty, and pretty, and smart, and all that." 

Now Tibbs was a lover of plays that were witty. 

But much more in love with his wife's maid, sweet Sitty, 

Who was witty, and pretty, and snmrt, and all that. 
With lawless emotion his bosom now burred, 
And in secret, alone, by the garden returned; 
The moon, with her horns, was just tising to view — 
Fatal vision, which told bim that he waa homed tool 

Though so witty, and pretty, and smart, and aU that 
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gwls ! Bt lliBt momtiit Ills optica desciiecl 
His wife, with a tall, daaliing joiith sC lier side, 

Who was nitty, and pretlf, and smart, and all thai 
Kr. Tibbs, boJtia),' out, Gi'ied, with dreadful grimace, 
"Vilo womaal now dare look your spouse in the fact I" 
She Hcreamed, and exclaimed, " You base wretch ! in good 

My maid has cocfeaaed ail your wicked design — 
For she's witty, and pretty, aud smart, aad all that 

" I'm reaolved on revenge— I your steps have waylaid, 
And tny cousin, the captain, I've brought to my aid — 

He is witty, and pretty, and smart, and all that; 
With him you may settle the case in diKpule, 
And I'll give you, gratia, this lesson to boot: 
When nei:t with my maid you would kias, and all that, 
Pray remember your wile may return ' tit for tali' 

If she's witty, and pretty, and smart, aod all tbaCI" 



HlflHLAHD MAET. 

Tb banka, and braes, and atreams aronnd 

The castle o' MontgvDmBry, 
Green be your moods, and fair your floweiB, 

Tour waters never driimlie 1 
There Simmer faust unfauld her nflies 

And there the langest tarry; 
For there I Wok the last fareweel 

0' my sweet Higiiland Mary. 

How sweetly bloomed the g!iy green biik 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
As, underneath their fragrant shade. 

i cLaaped her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angoi-winga. 

Flew o'er me and my dearie; 
For deHr b> me as light and life 

Was my sweet HighUnd Mmj. 
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Wi' mollis a vow and locked emlirwn 

Our parting was i'u' Wader; 
And pledging aft to meet again, 

"We toro oursels asunder; 
But oh, fell Dealti's iiTitimeiy froat, 

That nippad ray flower aae early ! 
Now green's the sod and cauid'a the ol^ 

That wraps my Higlilond Marjl 

Oh, pale, pale now those rosy lips, 

I flft hae kissed sae Tondlyl 
And closed for aye the apaikllng glanoe 

That dwelt on me sae kindly I 
And moulderiiii; now in silent dust, 

That heart tiiat lo'ed me dearly; 
But still within niy bOBom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



AM I HOT FOHDLX THINE OVf^l 

Ihoit, ihoa, reigu'st in this bosom — 
There, there, hast thou thy throne; 

Thou, thou, know'st that I love thefr— 

Tea, yes, yea, yes, am I not fondly thioe own? 

Then, then, e'en aa I love thee. 

Say, say, wilt thou love me? 
Thoughts, thoughts, tender and true, love, 

Say wilt thou clieiish for mst 
Tea, yea, yea, yea, say wlk tliou cherish for t&oT 

Speak, speak, love, I implore thee 1 

Say, say, hope shall bo tliine; 
Thou, thou, know'st that I love thee — 

Bay but thou wilt be mine I 
Tes, yea, yes, yes, say but thftu wilt be min*^ 
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TO BS A BLUE-BOTTLE. 
A Popular Parody. 
Sioig tj Mr. J. Eons, In BuckBtona' > Bnrletta, " Billy Tiylor." 
Aia— " I'a be e. Biittcraj." 
I'd he a Mue-battle, buzzing and blue, 
With a ohimj proboscis, and nothiug to do 
But to dirty white dimity curtaina. and blow 
Ths choicest af meats when the aummer cteys glow. 
Let ttie hater of sentiment, dewdrops, and flowers, 
Scorn the insect that Qiitters \d auubeanin and bowers; 
There's a pleasure wliich none but die blue-bottle knowa— ■ 
'Tis to baaa in the ear of a man in a doze t 

How oharmiui;; to haunt a sick-chamber, and revel 
O'er the inrslid's pillow, like any blue devil I 
When pursued, to Iwunce off to the window, and then 
From the pane to the counterpane bounce back again I 
I'd be a blue-bottle, buBaing and blue, 
With a chlmy proboscis, and nothing to do 
Bat to dirty while dimily curtains, and blow 
The ofioicest of meats when the aummer days glow ' 



OOME, SIT THEE DOWIT. 
Comb, sit thee down, my bonny, bonny love, 

Come, sit thee down, by me, love. 
And I will tell thee many a tale 

Of the dangers of the sea; 

OI the perils of the deep, love, 

Where angry tempests roar, 

And the raging billows wildly daah 

Upon the groaning shore I 

Come, sit thee down, my liouny, bonny I0T8, 

Come, sit thee down by mo, lova, 
And I will tell tbee many a tale 
Of the dangers of the sea. 
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Tbt ftcios are 9smlng rod, mj Ut*, 

^B ekies are flaming I6d, lore. 
And daritly rolls the Diountain-w»T9, 

And rears its moaatroua head ; 
While skies and oeod,a blanding. 

And bitter howU the bisst — 
And one daring tar, 'twixt life and AeBia 

Ginga to the shattered mast I 

Come, ait thoa down, etc 



A VERY GOOD HAND AT IT. 



I soon took a walk through Broadway, 

For I thought I would cut such a dash, b!i& 

There I met with Miss Etiiilf Lee, 

Aiid aa "open house" being quite handy, 

I Baked her ni step in ivith me, 

And there take a amall drop of brandy. 

Oltons—Tol lol de rol, et& 



She quickly then gave 

We went in, aed to drink did begin it: 
She ordered a botde of wine, 

And guzzled it olf in a minute 1 
At that I befran to iook hlae^ 

Thiiika i, " Now it's no use to stand at It" 
fUys Bhe, " Sir, believe roe— it's true — 

i ni icckoD&d a Terj- good hand at it i" 

Tol lol de rd, etd. 
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Xhea she E^id that Iib^ i'^maoh felt qaeer— 

Some fictnalit would ^vo it relief, airs; 
Then she knocked in just five ojstor-atews, 

Tben b lai^ plate or two of roast beefj airs. 
9ie said tlist tiie lobsters looked nice — 

If I'd be so kind as to stand a bit; 
She boicea off two in a trice, 

For stie's i-eukoned a feiy good hand at it. 
Tol lol de rol, eto, 

Vfe wandered the streets all the day, 

And saw what Bights there were to see; 
^t length unto me she did say, 

" I should lilie a good strong cup of tea." 
We quick headed off for Mascliutt's — 

To nalli in we didn't long stacid at it; 
TijMe Rhe took tea and cakes for an hour — 

Oh, she's reckoned a very good hand at Itl 
Tol lol de rol, eta 

Thou next pork and beans caught her eye. 

So she called up the waiter so swellisb. 
And ordered a very large plate, 

With an oyster-pie just for a reliahl 
fiho then took a fancy to iiash. 

And asked me if I wouldn't stand a bit; 
Bbe swallowed Just six plates of that, 

For she's reckoned a very good hand at it. 
Tol lol de rol, etg. 

I fouud I waa wanting some rest. 

So I thougbc I'd look out for a bed, ^ra ; 
COie said that she thought 'twould be best, 

If I'd ocoui^ half hers instead, sirs. 
In a moment I gare ay consent — 

Her dwelling it was rather grand a bit ; 
Twas tasiy and nice, and all that, 

For she's reckoned a very good harid al a. 

Tol lol de roJ, eto. 



H<,.i-< V, Google: 



CHISELLING THE BTTHIlL-GLTre. 

Next morning quite early I rose, 

But I found such a pain in my head, dra) 
She had bolted away with mj ciiitliea, 

And lefi me ali>ne in tlie bed, airs. 
So, young men, I beg you take csre, 

And Irive from your Itiioba pray abandon itj 
Or, like me, you'll be cauglit in a anara, 

By one Ibnt's a very good hand at it. 

Tol lol de rol, eta 



CHISELLING THE BUEIAL-CLUB. 
AlB— "Paddr's Curiosltj-Bhop." 

Mt old woman one day oaya to me, 

"A thouglit lias pupped into my head — 
How hard up our young onea would be. 

If supposing as how you was deadl" 
Says I, " Old gal, tip us your fln — 

You shall never be hai-d up for grob- 
For to-morrow I'll muster some tin, 

And belong to ilie Biirisl-Club." 



Bound my neek put my Sunday cravat; 
To my boots gave a jolly )tnod ahhiB, 

In the water-pail dipped ray ^llc hat. 
Just a dollar I had to n cent ; 

With brickdnat I my clieeka gave a rub — 
Then to the eorarnitlee I went. 

And entered the Burial-Club. 

Tol lol de rot, eta 

Then I sent my old woman one day 

(As a queer tliought came into my head) 

To the committee, and told her to say 
Ae bow her poor htisbaud was dead! 
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Slie went, und she pitobed tb'em a tal»— 

With oniona her ejes gava a rub; 
3a tbsj gave her some cash on the naU, 

So we oil ise lied the Buriai-Club, 

lol lal de Tol, eto. 
We next aent some notes to our friends, 

My wife end I shoved them about — 
■With " Mister John Jolinsun intends 

On ^ving a jolly blow-outi" 
We'd a lot of pig's-feet and soroe breafl, 

Six gallons of soup in a tub ; 
In fact, they were very well fed, 

At the expense of the Burial-Club I 

Tol lol de red, eto 

I aerved ont the aoup in good style, 
To siiow how genteel I had been ; 

And the old wotnaii Khowed 'em, tlie while. 
How fast she could put away gini 

And, after we'd floiahed the grub, 
The old woman gave us a tosst; 

"Here's long life to the Burial-Clubl" 

Tol lol de rol, et& 

We had a bas.s-fiddle and Sfe, 

A banjo, and craelced tamhoarine; 
But^ while daiiuiii);, i noticed my wife 

Steal off with a lellow culled Qreea 1 
She told uie, rijchi baas to my hend, 

She wisiied I'd lieou cliokod by the grab, 
For ahe'd marry iiim when 1 w«s dead, 

Witli the blunt iruLii the Bnrial-Clnb. 

Tol lol de nri, eto, 
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When a maD in blac:k poppeil in his head, 
Lika the devil in searcb of hia grub. 

With " I've comw for the man tlial'a dead— 
I belong to the Burial-Cliibr' 

Tol iol de rol, el 

Our party mailed or.t of llie room, 

After breaking the tables Bud cliaira; 
The old womao snatched up the broom, 

And knocked Mister Devil dowit-Hl«ral 
We were botii tnken by the police, 

A»d looked up all night without grab; 
And then got a twelvemonth apiece, 

Foe defrauding the Burial-Clubl 

Tol Iol de rol, e 



TAOOB B0EHAPP8 AHD PEDBE SCHPIKE. 
A Parody on "Kobin Euff aad Qaffer Gtmii." 



I» ( had but a dousand a year, Peder Sehplke, 

If I had but a dousand a year, 
Tot a Teller I'd pe, un I'd have Booch a ahpree^ 

If I had but a dousand a year, Peder Sohpike. 
If I had but em dousaiid a year. 



Tot der tuyfal vas got in your head, Taoob Schnappst 

Yoa ish grazy a» dunder, I fearl 
But I'll liatsn mit you: dell me, vot vould you do. 

If you had but a doUSand a year, Yaeob Schuappa, 
If you had but ein dousand a year? 

Tot I'd do ? I'd puy lotH of g.iot tings, Peder Sehpike, 
Cwetaer-naese, buddings, pretiels, un bier; 



< v,Coo^lt: 



I Toiild puild a pig hmiae, have a coupla of frowa, 
If I had but a doiiaand a year, Peder Schpike, 



But subboae you gete siob on yo ir ped, Yscob Schnapps 

Mit trinking too much lage[;-biec? 
Dn Ten you grows old, if your frows 'pa to Bcbold, 

Deo vot iah your dougaiid a year, Yacob Schnapps 
Doa vot iah yonr dousand a year? 



Tol, a man sich aa me to get sick, Peder Si 
I dinka dat Tould pe butty queer: 

Mine life I'd insure, uu from Death pe secu 
If I had bat a doasand a year, Poder Scl 
If I had but a doiiaand a year. 



ii petter iia dia, Yacob 



Taw, der sbtale ton New Yarsey iah nearl 

POTil TO&EDER. 
Let na poth emigrate to dat peautifool shtate, 



THE IHDIAH'S PKAYEE, 

Let me go to mj home iu the far diatsnt land. 
To the aeenes of my childhood iu innocence blest ; 
Where tlie tall eednrs wave, and tlia bright watera flow 
Where my fathers repose, iet me go, let me go — 
Where my fethera repose, let me go, let me gol 
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Let me go to the spot wliere che'CHtarocl playa, 
Where olt I have sporteii [n boyhood's Wright daya, 
And greet my poor inother, vhnse heart will overflow 
At ihe eight of hoc nhiJd ; let me go. let me go — 
At the eight of hei- child, let me go, let me go I 

Let nie po to my aire, by whoae l>attle-acarred aide 
I have sported so oft in the moro of my pride, 
And exulced to coiiqirer the insolent foe: 



rom 



father, the chief, le 






|And ob, let me go to my wild forest-home, 
No more from its life- cheering pleasures t* roam: 
'Neath the groves of the glen let my aahea lie low; 
To my home in the woods let me go, let me go — 
To lay home in the woods let me go, let me go 1 



[, WHISTLE, AKI I'LL OOME TO YOU, 






, my lad] 
should go m 
my lad! 



and I'll come 
. and I'll come 
Thoi^di ^ther and mither 
Oh, whiatle, and I'D oome 
Eut warily teni, when ye 
And eome na unless the baok-yett 
Syne up the baclt stile, and let nae 
And come as ye were nae ( 
Oh, come as ye were nae & 

Ob, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad, 
Oh, whistle, and I'll come to yoti, my lad; 
Though father and mitber and a' should go nm^ 
Thy Jeanie will venture wi' ye, my led. 
At kii'k or at merket, whene'er ye meet me, 
Gang by me as though yo cared nae a flie; 
But Bleai me a blink o' your bonnie black e'^ 
Yet look ea ye were nae lookin' at me — 
Oh, look as ye were nae lookin' al mel 
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Oh, whistle, and I'll omp to jou, my lad, 
Oh, wiiiatle, and I'll come lO jou, lay lad ; 
Tliot^fa lulher and mllher and a,'alioutd go mai^ 
Oh, whistle, aud I'll cfuoe to 7011, raj ladl 
Ay, vow and protest that je care nae for me, 
And whfles ye ma; litj^tly mj beauty awee; 
But eouri nae aoither, though jokin' ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me — 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me 1 

THE HUMBBUGBD HU8BAHD. (A PaiodyA 
As Bung \iy tbe Hutchinson Family 

She's not what Fancy painted heP— 

I'm sadly taken id; 
If some one else had won her, I 

Should not have cared a pia 1 
I tJiought that she was mild aod good 

As maiden e'er could be ; 
I wonder how she ever could 

Have BO much humbu^ad me 1 

They cluster round aud shake my hand, 

They tell me lam bleat; 
My case they do not underataod — 

I thmh that I know best. 
They call her "faireat of the fair," 

Tliey drive me mad f>od madder: 
What do they meaa bj it?~I swear 

I only wish they had her I 

"na tme that she haa lovelv looks. 

That on her ehoulders fall— 
What would they aay, to see the box 

In wliich she keepa them all? 
Her taper Angers, it is true, 

Are difficult to match— 
What would they say, if they but koaw 

How terribly they scratch ? 
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THE BAILOa-BOT'S aOOD-BY. 
AlB— "■Woodman, spore that Treft* 

Mt mother dear, I go 

IFar o'er tho distaut soa — 
Bat let me gladly know 

A blessing fond fronj thee, 
The fate that makes us poor, 

Calls fbrth the parting sigh, 
ADd drives me from thy door — 

H; mother dear, good-bf I 



And r; 

To Him who'll guide roe there- 
I'll crave for thee eaeli joy, 

And He will hear my cry; 
Then, smiling, kiss thy boy — 

My mother desv, good-by I 

His poor hut pretty cot, 

Orj which the sunset gleams, 
Will ne'er be once forgol— 

'Twill mir^le in my dreams. 
And when from distant climea 

Thy truant boy comes nigh, 
"We'll share the happy times — 

My mother dear, good-by ! 

The thoughts of thy dear fonn, 
Thy cherished voice so kinc^ 

Will cheer me in the storm, 
Amid [he howling wind. 

But quick the time wilt Sj, 

When we shall meet again— 

Mr mother dear, good-by 1 
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EOOT, H0&, OB DIE, 
I'm right from old Virginny, wid my pooko full ob ti' 
I'rG worth twenty ahillings, right sqiiaro in my shoe 
It doesn't msko n dif of biilereuoe to neidor you iio< 
Big pig or Jittle pig— Root, hog, or dio f 

I'm chief ooolt and. bottli>w»shot, 



Wtier 

Tee de liappiest darkey ou ds top oh de eartli ; 
I get fM ae a 'possum m de time ob de dearthj 
Like a pig in a 'tater-patch, dar let me lie, 
'Way dowQ in ole Virginny, whar it's Root, hog, ordloE 
I'm chief cook, eti. 

De Hew York dandies dey look so veTy grand — 
Ole clothes baud me down, gloves upon de band 
H^h-heel-bootg, mnataeiies round de eye, 
A perfec I; sick family ob Root, itog, or dis I 
I'm chief cook, etc. 

Db ifew York gals dey do beat dem all; 
Dey wear high-heel shoes for to make demselfs tall; 
If dey don't hsb dem, de Lor' how dej'U oryl 
De boyi hab got to get dem, or else Root, h;^, or diis 7 
I'm chief cook, etc. 

De Shanghie ooala dey're goltin' all de go — 

Whsr do boys get dem, I really don't know; 

But dey're bound to gal liem, if iey don't hang too aigh, 

Or else day make de tailors run. Root, hog, or die! 



" I STABD upon the soil of freedom," crieid a stump orator. 
"No," eKeUinied his shoemaker, "you stand io a pwrof 
booCe that have never beeu naid fori" 
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DOB aiOVAHMI, 

I>Biie Into rhyme by W. T. MnROMBFf. 
Aut— " A Frog he would s weoing go." 
Thbbii iirfed in Spain, as skirlea tsU, oh, 

One Don Giuvanni— 
Among the girls a dence of a fellow ; 
And be had s servant ihej callad Seporello, 
With his piimo, buffo, canlo, basso — 
"Heighol" sighed Don G-iovaanL 
He serenaded Donna Anna. 

Did DoQ Giovanni; 
He awore she was more sweet tlian manna, 
Then into her window lie stele to ti-epan her, 
With liis wheedle, tweedle, lango dillo — 
wicked Don QiovKani I 
The commandant, her guardian true, 

Caught Don Giovanni ; 
SayB he, "Ton're a blaoWguardl ran, sir, do" — 
"I will," saye Giovy, and run liim Ibrotigh, 

With his carle-o, tierce-o, thruat-o, piercft-o, 
And away ran Dod Giovanni. 

He jumped in a boat, and was cast aw^ — 

Wrecked Don Siovannl; 
Saya he, "I ahall Iteep the police here at bay," [pay, 
Then some fishermen's ribs honed, and mads llieir Uvea 

What a spark was Don Giovanni l' 
A wedding he met, and the bride 'gaa to woo — 

Fie, Don Giovanni 1 
"I am running away, will you rnn away too?" 
Says he. — "Yea," aays she, "I don't care if I do"— • 
With a helter-skelter, hesto, presto — 
Wliat a devil waa Don Giovanni ' 
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To s churclijard he finme— oh, what brought b/m tnen^ 

Lost, Don &iovaani7 
The oommBndanl'H stone sDstue it made him Btare, 
Like Waahiiigtoa's statue at Uaiou Square, 

With his saddle, bridle, fHlohioB, trunolieon — 
"Give me a call," said Don Siovamii, 

!Po call on Giovanni the Htatue wasn't slow, 
Bold DoQ GiovRirai. 
. " Will yoQ snp with ma, Mr. Statue ?" said he. Itoried, "H<n 
Wot yon must sup with me In tlie re;;iona below, 
Off my brinatona, sulphur, pirch-o, BiDolie-o !"— 
'TU be d d if I dot" fried Giovanni. 



ANHIE LATTEIE, 

MixwBLLTON braes are bonnie, 

Where early ffi'a the daw, 
And it's there that Annie Laurie 

Gi'ed me her promise true — 
Gi'ed me her promise true, 

"Which ne'er forgot will be, 
And for bounie Annie Laurie 

I'd lay me down and dee. 

Her brow is like the snow-drifl, 

Her neck is like the swan, 
Her face it is the fairest 

That e'er the sun shone on — 
That e'er the sun Rhone on, 

And dark bine ia her e'e; 
And for bonnie Annie Laarie, etc 
tike dew on the gvDwan lying. 

Is the fa' o' her feiry feet; 
And like winds in summer sighing, 

Her voice ia low and eweet— 
Her voice is low and aweet, 

And ahe's a' the world to me: 
And for bonnie Annie Laurie, eta 
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EOET O'MaEE. 
ToDHQ Roiy O'Mcire conned Eallialeen Bawn — 
He was bold as a hnvk, and she sort as tJie dawn; 
IIb wished iu his lieart pretCy Kathaloea to please, 
And he thought the best way to do that was lo tess^ 
'fNow, Rory, be aiay," aweet Kathaleea would lay, 
Reproof od her lip, but the smile ia her eye ; 
"With your triolra, I don't know in truth what I'm aboM 
faith, yau've'teaaed till Fve put on my cloak in^e out." 
" jewel," aays Rory, " that same ia the way 
You've thrated my heart for thia many a dayi 
And 'tJB ploEed that I am, and why not, to be sura ? 
For 'da all for good luck," saya bold Bory O'More. 

"Indeed, then," saya Katlioleen, "don't think of theliks, 

For I half gave a nromiae to soothering Mike | 

The ground that I walk on be loses, I'll be bound." 

" >'aith," says Eory, "I'd rather love you than thegroond." 

"NoiV, Rory, I'll cry, if you dou't let me go; 

Sure I dream every night that I'm haling you so." 

"Ohl" aaya Bory, "that same I'm delighted to hear, 

Tor dhramea always ([O by oonthraries, my dear; 

O jewel, keep dhraniing that same till you die. 

And Morning will give dirty Nigiit the black lie; 

And 'tis piszed that I am, and why not, to be sure ? 

Since 'tis all for good luck," saya bold Eory O'More. 

"Arrsh, Kathaleen, my darling, you've teased me enough, 
And I've thraahedjfor your sake, Dinny Rrimos and Jim Duff; 
And I've made myself, drinking your health, quite a bastflj 
So I think, after that, I may talk to the praste." 
Then Rory, the rogue, stole his arms round her neek — 
So soft and bo white, without freckle or spedl — 
And he Inoked in her eyes, ihaC were beaming with light, 
And he kissed her aweet lipa, dou't you think be waa right? 
"Now, Eflry, leave off, sirl you'll hug me no more — 
That's eight tkoes to-day that you've kissed me before." 
"Then here goes another," says he, "to make sure, 
For there's luck in odd numbers," aaya Eory O'Moro. 
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THE PIHE ODLD IRISH tjarTLEMAS. 
Pll sing you a fine ooliit song, made by a find ould Paddf'a 

pate. 
Ofa fine ould Irish gintleman, who bad the divil a taste of 

Bicept a fine ould patch of pitatys that he liked exceefl- 

ingly W ale, 
For they were l>eef 10 him, and mutton too, and barring a 

red herring or a rusty raslier of becon now and thin, 

almost eiery other Horl of mate; 
Yet this fioe ould Irteh gintlemati was one of the rale ould 

TTi a cabin-walls were covered o'er with fine ould Irish mud 
BeOBUse he couldn't afford to liave any paper hangings, and 

between you and me he wouldn't gise a pin for them 

if he could; 
And jist as proud as Julius Sayner, or Alixander the ISreat, 

Ibis Independent ragamuffin stcod, 
With a glass of dne ould Irish wliisliey in liis fist^ which 

he's decidedly of opinion will do a mighty dale of 

good. 
To this fine ould Irish ma It al ul tock 

How this fine ould I mm m g rioua 

clothes — 
Thoi^h, for comfort, 

your faahionab 
For when the sun w ry gi 

through hia v ra 

blows ; 
And he's never troub 

why — because ca ar g 

any thiug aa h 
Tet this fine ould Iris d 
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Of flourishing a Insmendoua great shillaty in hia Ijand, aod 
lelciriK ic drop down with s moat uQcomptomiaiDg 

So. of raosit supenor shindies, you may taka your oath, if 

you ever happen to be called upon, for it he very 

nesriy never had a lack; 
\?i(l it's very natural, and not at all Burprlaing, to suppose 

that the flae ould Irish mud waa well a:»iliamted 

with the bHck 
Of thia Uiie ould Iriah gintlemaii, all of the raleoild stookl 



And, m many a fine oold Irish giHtleman haa done, and 

more betoken will do to the end of lime, he got 

about as dhrunk as he could be ; 
Hia aetisea was compleWlj nintvutliercd, and the conae- 

quence was that he could neither hear nor see; 
So they thought he was stone dead and gone intirely — SO 

the host thing they could do would be to have him 

waked and buried dacintly. 
Like a fine ould Irish gititleman, all of the rale ould stookt 

So this Sue ould Irish gintleman he was laid out upon a 

bed, 
"With half a dozen candles at his heela, Rnd two or threo 

doaen, more or less, about his head ; 
But when Che whiskey-boltte was uncorked, he couldnt 

stand it any longer, so he ria right up in bed — 
" And when sich mighty fine stuff as that is going about," 

SBys he, "ye don't tiiink " 

foolB ■ ' ■- 



Jaogliter that your sister 
whether I am sji unele oi 
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PBATER-BOOEa fiTTD 00EESOREW3, 
A Song with a Moral. 



TwELTa parsons onoe want to a 'Squire'a to dine, 
Wlio was famoua for givins good vairaoc and winej 
Ail great frienda of the cloih, with good liviHgin -view, 
Quite gratx-fiiU they SRt down, 83 parsona should do. 
Chorus — Derrj down, eto. 

A wicked yoving whipster, our worthy 'Squire's oooaiii, 
"WTifspered, "Cousin, I boldly will lay you a doeen. 
Though here we've a dozen of parsons, God wot, 
Not one of the twelve has a prajer-booli got I" 

Derry down, etc. 

"Agreed!" cried Hie 'Squire; " coz, we must not be lotii 
Sucb a wager to lay, for the sflWe of the cloib ; 
The paraons, no doubt, to confute you are able, 
Bo we'll bring, with the dinner, tlie bet on the table." 
Deiry down, eto. 

Dinner came — cried the 'Squire, " A oew grace I will say; 
Has Buy cue here got a prayet-book, pray?'' 
Quite glum looked the parsons, and wiili one accord 
(>ied, " Mine's lost"— "Mine's at home"— " Mine's at church, 
by Wie Lord I" Derry down, etc. 

Quoth our conain, " Dear 'Squire, I my wager have won. 
But another I purpwa to win ere I've done; 
Though the parsons could not bring a prayer-book to view, 
i the same bet will Uy they have each a corkscrowl" 

"Done — donel" roared the 'Squire. — "Hello, Imtlerl bring 
Thai excellent maga'jm of ancient Uadeira." 
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TwdS brought. — "Lot's decant it — a corkacrew, good 

John." 
Here each of the parsons roared oul^ "Vie got one I" 
Derry dowo, etc 

But let us not oenaure o^^ parsons for this — 
When a cbing's in itit place, it can ne'er come amiss: 
Praj w-books won't serve for oorkserews; andl'msuoh* 



JANE O'MALLET, 

I'll tell thee a tale of a maiden's veil, 

It was worn by Jane O'MaUey; 
Ob the Highland ereeo her form was seen, 
But she now sleeps in Che valley 1 
Ohoms — She now sleeps, 

She now sleeps in the vallej. 

ritee year ago, when Ihe sun was low, 

Along with Elwyo Ally, 
To chat and talk, ^o look a walk — 

But she now sleeps in the valley I 

She uow sleeps, etc 

They talked of love— she stood above 

A rocky cliff, wiih Ally : 
AJast she fall — he could not save — 

And she now sleeps in tije vEilley 1 

She now sleeps, etc 

^hay searched the ground till the spot was foaod, 

Wbere struggled Jane O'MaUey-— 
Where the rock was uielt, lier veil was left. 
And she DOW aleepa in the valley 1 

Slie now sleeps, etc 



H<,.i-< V, Google: 



LODOINQS IH PAT McHAEADIHS. 
A EoUickijig Iriah Song. 



Some folks know the way for (o thrive, 

In Bpita of the wcrld's adveraity — 
And enjoy b11 the good things alive, 

When others are djhig from Bcsroity. 
Two Paddiea, I very well know, 

They made of misrortuae a paradise ; 
They eame from sweet Donoshaloo, 

iid took lodgings in Pat McGsradie'a. 

Chome — Whack, fol de tol, eta. 

Kow they apoke to a grocer hard by, 

And prevailed on the man for to tick 'em; 
But the payment was "all in my eye," 

For the rascals intended for to trick hun. 
Bo tliey ate as they ne'er did boibro, 

And smacked their lips wid the rarities — 
Saying, " Mate and drink in the store, 

And lodgings in Pat McGaradie'a I" 

Whack, fol de rol, eto. 
They bronght in every night, to their pad, 

The boys just come o'er to the sheariagj 
Be the boteyl and that wag the squad 

That could give the victuals a tearing I 
"Fire away, ladsl there's plenty o' more- 
Taste your lips wid the raritiea; 
There's mate and dhrink in the store, 

And lodgings in Pat McGaradie's I" 

Whack, fol de rol, MO 
Sure, they made knives of their fists 

(For Ciiere'a many a rnle in the navy), 
And Paddy waa np to the wrists, 

Dealiug them handfida of gravy ! 
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"Slash away, till your bellies are aora — 
Sbow tliem your ateing desc^ritioa. 

Ttere's mace and dliriult iu the store, 
And lodgings in Pat McGaradie'a I" 

Whack, fol de rol, aW 

The porter and ale were marked " tay," 

Aad the whiskej' "spice" flod "oniona;" 
And they cried, "Lei us all tear away, 

And give our utomacbs new liamga I 
Suoh luck niver happened before — 

Fill up yer cups wid the rarities; 
There's mate and dhrink in tlie store. 

And lodgings in Fat McGaradie'sI" 

Whack, fol de rol, eta 

The dogs, from all qunrtera around, 

Were never before ao ijefriended ; 
And while the good things did abound, 

The beeKsra were duly attended, 
" Now let us be kind to the poor, 

And we'll get a good name for our charitiesi 
There's mate and dhrink in the store. 

And lodgingfl in Pat McGaradio'sI" 

Whack, M de rol, eta 

Bat, the grocer's account being due, 

He asked for hia monej- quite civil. 
And was tould by the be^arly crew 

To go and seek that from the divil 1 
With rage how he cursed and he aworel 

They had ruined him ateing hia rarities; 
He turned bankrupl, and shut up hia store, 

Through tlioso doinga at Pat McGaradie's. 

Whack, fol de rol, etc. 
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THE BAHKS OF GLABDY. 

It -was on a summer's mornicg, all in the montji of May, 
Down by yoa flowery garden, where Betsey did stray; 
I overheard a damaal in sorrow to complain, 
All for her absent lover, Lbat ploughs <hs raging main. 

I went up to this fair maid, and put her iu surprise ; 

I own she did not know me, I being in diaf^uisG. 

Said I, " My charming creature, my joy add heart's delight, 

How far do you travel this dark aud rainy oiglit?" 

"The way, kind sir, to Claudy, if you please to show — 
Pity a maid distracted, for there I have to )foI 
I am in search rf a faitlilBaa young man, Joliiiuy ia his name, 
All on the banks of Claudy I am told lie does remain. 

" If Johnny was here this night, he would lieep me from all 

harm- 
He is in the field of battle, all in his uniform : 
Aa he's in the field of battle, his foes he will destroy — 
Like a ruling king of honor, be fought in tbo wars of Tr;ty.'> 

"It's ail weeks and better since your true-love lelt the 

shore ; 
He's cruising the wide ocean, where foomiiig billows roar- 
He's oruiaing the wild ocean, for honor and gain — 
I was told tlie ship was wrecked off the coast of Spain," 

When she heard the dreadflil news, she fell, in despair, 
To wringing of her hands and teai'iug of her bair. 
"Since he is gone and left me, no man will I take; 
In some lonesome valley I will wander for his sake 1" 

His heart was filled with joy — no longer could he stand; 
Ho flew into her arms, saying, " Betsey, I am tlie man — 
I am the faitldess young man whom you thought was slain, 
And, since we're met on Claudy's banks, we'll never part 
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SAIL BSILL AHD 3Qt7IHIIH0 ¥ILIk 
A SimiiU lictle Dittf. 
Am— "The tHri I isrt behind me." 
I LOVED a srrrl called Pretty Sai, 

In courWhip so particular — 
JuBt chreo feet liigb, she'd but one eje, 

Her breath was like tlie aujtoila. 

Her flaxen paw and waddling gait 

Did aeem so like divinity— 



i sent her word, on a Sue card, 

"With fiuurea emblematical, 
That I would come and take her htHne— 

Id thav I was dc^Diatical I 
Ijct she Baid, " No I ifleaidso 

From now to all iiiflnily, 
Phfit I should find it was her mind 

With me to hava no affiuityl" 

One day, oh dear ! as you shall hear, 

By my own incongruity, 
I met ShI Brill with SquinUng Will, 

In closest contiguity. 
Oh, then she said, "Sweet Will I'll wed, 

To end all ambiguity; 
Qibbj, good-byl you're 'all my ^e' — 

We'll live in concinuitj." 



PLOW OENTLT, SWEET AnOS. 

■■' tiw gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braea; 
Klow gendy — ^I'll aing thee a aoiig in thy praise ] 
My Mary 'a asleep by thy raurrauilng sttean^; 
Klow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 
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Thou dove, whose soft echo resounds from the billl 
Thou greeii-crested lapwing, with uoiae loud aad shdlll 
Ye wild whistling warblers I your miiaio forbear 1 
I charge you disturb not the Numbering fair. 

Thy crystal stream, Afwn, how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the oot where rciy Mary resides I 
There oft, as mild eveuing weepa over the lea, 
Thy swaet-aoented groves shade my Mary and me. 
Flow gently, aweat Afton, among thy green braesj 
Flow gently, awaet river, the thome of my lays] 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream — 
Flow gently, aweet Afton, diaturb not her dream. 



THE LAKDLADT OF FRANCE. 
A Eare OW Oomio Song. 



T of France loved an officer, 'tia said, 
And this officer he dearly loved her brandy, oh. 
Sighed ahe, '-I love this officer, although hia nose iB red, 
And hia lega are what his regiment call bandy, oh." 

Bat when the bandy officer whs ordered to the coast, 

How she tore her lovely locks, that looked so aandy, oh 1 
"Adieu, my soul I" said she; "if you write, pray pay the 

And, before we part, let's take a drop of brandy, ob." 

She filled him out fl bumper just before he left the town, 
And another for herself so neat and handy, oh; 

S" they kept their spiritB up by pouring spirits down, 
For love is like the colic, cured with brandy, oh. 

" Take a bottle on't^" saya she, " for you're going into camp's 
In your tent, you know, my love, 'twill be the dandy, oh." 

"You're right, my love,"aaya he, ''for a lent is verydamft 
And 'tis better with my lent to take some brandy, oh." 
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THE HAKEL-DELK 
BypermiBBioa of Uio publtshers, Meosrs. W. HiLiA BomJ 

In the HBEsl-DeU my JS'ellj'a sleeping^ — 

Kelly, loved eo long I 
And my lonely, lonely watch I'm keeping, 

Nelly lost and guoe. 
Here id moonlight ofi)en we have wandered 

Through the silenl; shade; 
Now where leafy branchea drooping downward, 

Littie Nelly's laid. 

durrus. 
All alone ray walch I'm keeping, 

!□ the Hazel-Dell; 
For my darling Nelly's near me sleeping — 

Nelly, dear, farewelll 

In the Hazel-Dell my Nelly's sleeping, 

Where the Uowera wave; 
And the ailent stara are nightly weeping 



Brerj dreuim of joy, alas : has perished, 
Nelly, dear, with thee. 

All slone my watch, eta. 

Now I'm weary, friendless, and foraakeo, 

"Watching here alone; 
NeU;, thou no more wilt fondly oheer mo 

With thy loving tone. 
Tet forever sliall thy gentle image 

In my memory dwell; 
Aad my teara thy lonely grave shall moisWn— 

KeUy, dear, farewelll 

All alone my watch, std 
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I'LL BE KO aOBMiaaiVE WIFE, 
I'll be no submTsaive wife, 

No,notI— no, noti; 
m not be » slave for life. 

Ho, not I — DO, Dot I r 
I'll be no aubmisaive wife, 

ITo, coll— no, not I; 
I'll not be a slave for life. 

Ho, not I— 00, not II 
Tbinli yoa, on a wedding-dBf, 
That I said, as others eay, 
"Love, and honor, and obey — 
Love, and honor, and obey" ? 
a, no, no, no, no, do, uo, qo, do, not 1 1 
Ohams. 
"Love, and honor, and obey — 
Love, and honor, and obey"! 
o, no, no, uo, no, do, no, no, no, not I; 
0, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, not I; 
o, no, DO, DO, uo, DO, no, no, no, no, not '. 
I to dutnesa don't mciine. 

Ho, coti— no. noH; 
Qo to bed nt belf-paet nine? 

I to dulnoss don't incline, 

Go to bed at iialf-past nineT 

Should a hiinidrain husband say 
That at home I oi^ht to stay, 
Do jou think that I'll obey — 
Do you (iink that I'll obeyT 
O, no, no, no, no, QO, no, no, no, not I- 
Do yon think thai I'll obey — 
Do you thiuk that I'll obey ! 

' H<!. no, uo, ew. 
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Tlie celebrated Dnett in tlio Bnrlel 
\g by JjMiis TiBss and Wra, W. G, Jobei 



ffill you not bless, witli one aanteuee, a lover 
Whiffle boaom beats only for you? 

rhe csuEB of your anger I pr'ythee disooyer — 
Pray tell me the reason for ? 



He. Say, dearoot, you arili k 



He. Tou hate ni 



^arry will not bo < 
No I 
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BACHELOE BAR:'ET O'NEIL, 



OOH, botlieration I Mies Judy O'Planagan, 

Give rue my heart back, and mak^ me a man afi;iQ ; 

gncti a couilict of paasiocs I uiver can sland agin — 

. Ooh, blur an' ouns 1 what can I ail ? 
My legs do ao trimble, my teelh do eo chatter; 
My heart is as soft aa a basin of bather ; 
Och, gramachree ! what the divil's the icatl^r 

With poor Miather Barney O'llei!? 
One evening alone in Che Selds I did meet ber — 
"Och, Judy," thinks I, "yer a swate. lovely ctaiture.' 
Her cheeks were as raund aa a rnaily polaCur, 

Her atep airy, liRht, and ginteaL 
Her glaaoB was aa keen aa a dart or Bin arrow; 
■ "' ' ■ le right pluD " 



And I felt li 






_ 


Faix, il 


: bothered poor Bai 


rney O'Neill 




Now after 9 


1 twelvemonth of ci 


jortahip I'd tarried, 


I bothered 1 




> be married: 




She gave it, 


and quickly was t 


o the prieat cart 


ied, 


And I there made her Miathresa O'Neil. 




Our neigh b( 


)r8 and frinda were 


all marry and fi 


■iskj, 


And, Bfther 


partaking of lashii 


igs of whiskey. 





They bade ns adieu, wishing joy to us briskly, 

And a young Misther Barney O'Neil I 
By night and \ty day did I swear I did love her, 
"While she swalely promised she'd ue'er prove a 
Em the honeyiDOoa scarcely a week had pi 

When a divU was Misthresa O'Neil 1 

At clawing, och 1 I'aith, not a woman conld 

And thill, as to tongue, she'd the divil's ow 

Och, sure, but I soon wondered what was t 

. With poor Misther Barney O'Neil 
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One evening, ucb I sure); Ould Nick woulda't match hei^ 

Seblrain' home aitly, I l^ppened to catch her 

Wid her arms rouud (he ue^ of a tall aarjiat-nn^'or — ■ 

Och, bluran'ouna, how tdid feel! 
Of Judj's foul paijury I did remind her, 
And buQdIed the major qaicl: out of the winder; 
Uanewhile, like a. furuace, or blaziug-hot cinder. 

Burnt poor Misther Barney O'Neil. 

Next luomin' themsjor was kilt in a dhuel; 
Judy bewept him, and called the Fatea crael — 
Fell aick of a fever, and d.ad of hot gruel— 

Death quieted Mistlirei^ O'NeiL 
I miaa her, becange ahe no longer can laize mej 
Ho longer I Mam like a man that is erazj, 
So the rest of me life TU apivid parfectly a\By, 

Will Bachelor Barney O'Heil. 



THE OAY LITTLE POSTMAS. . 
An 0ia-8tyle Oomio Song. 
Aa sung by all tho noniio TocnliBli 

But a short way up-lown, though I mustn't t«Il wl 
A shoemaker married a maideu bO fair, 
Who a month after wedlock, 'tis truth I declare, 
Fell in love with a gay little poatmau. 

Her person was thin, genleel, and tall, 
Ber carroty hair did in rin^leta fall; 
And while the cobbler worked hard at bis stall, 
She was watohing this gay little postman. 

He was just four feet six in height. 
Bat a well-made Sgure to the sight; 
He walked like a monnment bolt upright — 
Mr. Walker, the gay little postman. 
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His toes lie turned out; lie had Inialit black oyai. 
His cose WB9 more tlian l]te conimou Rise, 
And be reaUy looked, wtthotit niij lies, 



So, without any trouhle, she met him one day, 
And sajs she, " Have you gul e'er a letter, I say, 
For Die, Migler gay llltle poatman?" 

Sajs he, " I don't know yoi, " Says ate, " Good 1ft ( 
I live the next door, the aeCoDd floor back ; 
My huBband'a a nobbier — 'tis all in your track." 

"It's all right," aays tlie gay little poatmau, 

Next morning — I can't tell you what she was at — 
She felt lier heart HUddeniy beat pit-a-pnt, 
When she iieard nt ilie street-door a double "Bat-tn. 1 
And ill came the gay little postniao. 

"Here's a letter," siiya he — the cunning elfl — 
"The po9iH(re is paid — ao't neeiia no pelf.*' 
In fact, iie iiad wriiten ilie letter himaelfl 

And bniii}!iic it. the gay little posUnant 

. Witb love in hix bvlv lie llien at her did stare; 

I idways WHB pariial i.o cHrfoiy hair — 



"Tea, he gives me bad wordK. and sometimes blowa; 

"I have I" Bays the gay little poatman. 

Eia kindnesa was auch, that it knew no end; 
And to prove that be really waa a true friend, 
He took her spouse three pair of ahoea to mend— 
md Walker, the gay little postman. 
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They were aoled and heeled without delajj 
To the cobbler he iiad bo much to Bay, 
He got the shoes, but as for the pay — 

" Chalk it down," saja the gay little 

Brer ainee then, they've led a cnt-and-dog life; 
Theb home, bed, and board have been nothing but Btri&| 
The cobbler was "done," and ao waa hia wife, 
By WaJker, the gay little poatmau j 

For. by way of a finish lo this vile act, 
The lady (depend oa't, 'tis a faot) 
Haa brought him a boy, the image exact 
Of "Walker, the gay tittle poalmanl 



MEET ME, MISS MOLLY MALOSE, 
1 Parody on "Meet Mb by Mooulight alone." 



Bring a pot of your master's atroag ala. 
With a nice bit ori)eef and some bread; 

Some piKkles, or eueumbers green. 
Or a nice little dainty piga head — 

Tia the loveliest tit-bit e'er aeen. 

Pastry may do for the gay. 

Old maids may find comfort in tea ; 
But there's aomeihiog Bbout ham and beef 

That agrees a deal better with nie. 
Eemember my cupboard ia bare — 

Then oome, if my dear life you priKej 
I'd have lived the laat fortnight ou air, 

But you sent me two nice mutton-piesl 
Tlieu meet me, et(v 
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DOCTOE ffTOOLB, 
And hia Bligant SoIiiidI. 

IM this wonderful Bge, when most men go to cot.BS 
And every man's bead has a hstful of knowledg.^ 
Twill soon be a wonder to meet with a fool, 
When SDcb men are abroad as Professor OToole — 

Great Doctor O'Toole, and bia illigant school 
There are very few mea, like O'Toote, who can teach ; 
If the head won't respond, lie applies U) the breech! 
And whacking Ihem well, till with blows they sre full, 
"Let'a knock in the larnin' I" says Doctor O'Toole. 

Great Doctor OToole, eta 
One morning, the Doctor went out to his walk. 
And he saw on the door his own portr»it in chalk: 
That morning he flogged every boy in the aclmoU — 
"It's a part of my ayslfim," says Doctor OToole. 

Great Doctor O'Toole, etc. 
" Get on with jour lessons as fast as you can, 
For knowledge is sweeter than eggs and fried bam , 
Don't try to deceive me, like ducks in a pool, 
Or 111 blow you Ki blazes 1" aays Doctor OToole. 

Great Doctor O'Toole, etc- 
" And now, my dear children, bear always in mind 
That worde without meaning are nothing but wind; 
Accept of all favors, make that the first rule. 
Or you're a parcel of asses 1" says Doctor O'Toole. 

G;reat Doctor OToole, etc 
"If you go to a house, and Itey ask you to eat, 
Don't hold your head down, and refuse the good meat 
But say you will drink too, or, just like the mule, 
Tfon're unworitiy of lessons from Doctor OToole." 

Great Doctor OToole, eta 
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"When your father and mother have turned their baokl 
Don't kiek up a row witli the doga and ihe cata; 
Nor tie ths pig'a toil Ui the table or stool, 
■""or you're a parcel of divilsl" says Doctor 'Toole. 
Great Dorlor OToole, eta 

" Bnt give over fighliu', and think of jour sins, 
Or I'll break every bone in your .mjudent skins) 
Give over your motions, don't lljiiik me a foo], 
Or rU puniah you blaukguarda!" says Doctor OTools. 
Great Doctor OToole, etc 

"Now the leasona are over, ao run away home; 
Don't turn up your tioae at a crust or a bone : 
Oome back in ttie morning, for that is the rule, 
And you'll get more instruotioa from Doctor O'Toola.'' 
Great Doctor O'Toole, eto. 



HI&GIHS'S BALL. 
An Irish HarratlTe in Elijme. 
As sijiig by Fked MiT. 
AiK— "PiuWrO'CMToD." 
Abrah, heven't you heard of Higgins's ball, 
Where Fashion's devotees so gay mustered all! 
If not, and you'll lial«ii to what I daacribe, 
It's the joys of a trip to this musical tribe. 
There was wealthy ould ritizens there, d'ye see — 
The boys aud the glrla dreasiid aa Sue aa conid be, 
And some out-and-out buffers, a dozen in all, 
We made up our minds for a trip to the balL 
Chorus, 
There waa Barney O'EagcQ and Timothy Hagan, 

Miss Molly MoGuffln and Judy McCall ; 
Annts, iiucles, and cousins, and ne^hbora by dozens, 
All welling the Burs at ould Eiggius'a bait. 
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Now, whin ready to atari, how the people r^A starel 
We had aioh of os got something patent and rare ; 
We made up our minds we the iiiLiou would atuu, 
Lnd anired Just tn time as the l>a]l had ti«^a. 
Thera ould Hig^ina we eaw in his new patent Ixiots — 
(^Spohea.) Bad IikiIi (o him I gure, bis ould father, Barney 

Hi^lns, uiver wore any thing but brogues — 
Quite baay a-tunin' the fiddles and flutes; 
And a group or musiciaus, all oftlie right sort, 
Whose noise and whose whims Sll the room foil <^Bpoit 
There was, etc. 

Now the time had arrived for the ball to begin, 
And the music struck up snch a terrible din [ 
Wid ould Histlireas H. at the top o' the dance, 
Each meny yonug couple did quickly advance. 
Oeh 1 thin, what wid treadin' on aioh other's toes, 
And knocl^in' our heads against many a nose, 
Ejckin' aich oLIier's ankles, we wellnd the flure. 
While Higgina kept time wid the bar of the dure. 
(Spoi:en, by ould S{ggms.) Hurrool lively, b'yes! Sm 
here, Fataej Molloy, if I catch you steppin' on tli« 
girls' skirts^ I declare to my conscience I'll give you • 
welt across the hegd wid the bar of the durel 
There was, etc. 

Now things went on well till McOinniss the snob 
Prom me my young woman was tryin' to rob ] 
Arrah, thin such a terrible fight did ensue I 
And the Test joinin' in, at aich other they Hew. 
P^gy Murphy called Hij^ins "an ould druuken sot" — 
(SpoIiM.) Divil's cure to him, so he wag I He'd dhrink 

the Atlaiilhio Say dhry, if ii was built of whiskey — 
Whin away at her head flew the big prstee-pot 1 
My valor, for Peggy, I very aeon ahows, 
Jist by breakiu' the bridge of ould Higgina'a nose, 
(i^wften.) Sarves him right, the dirty biagganil 
There was, et" 
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Now they ali left ihe place io such h terrible mess, 
All oarered with portions of Donneta acd Jress, 
Until, quite ejh!u?sted, tbej allfo!! asleep, 
And Iter* r.rTii. luuraiu' thay all lay in a beapl 
(^WB!^.) Tko dbmnkea bastes, to Bleep in their dothe^ 

liki pit^l 
Kow if ever I ventare to go there agaia, 
There's one thing I'll tell, and that's mighty plMU — 
I'll not forget soon, faix I ifeveratall, 
The illigant Bght we'd at Higj^iua'a ball 

There was, etc. 



PABODY OH "MOTHBE, I'VE COME HOHE TO UlSi" 
An Original Conglomeralion of Titles. 

By K T. JOHBBTOB. 

Dbab motlier, I reiiiember well 

"That nice young gal from New Jersey ;" 
She said, " Oh kiss, but never tell 1" 

" How are jou, bleck-horse cavalry ?" 
"Then let me like a soldier fall," 

"When the swallows homeward fly;" 

"Come, landlord, M the flowing bowl" — 

"Dear mother, I've come home to die." 

Ohnras. 

"Call me pet names," "Annie Lisle," 

" A bnllj boy with a glaaa eye ;" 
"Oh, let her ripl she's all 0. K."— 



"Ob, hark ! I hear an angel si 
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Popular Bone Booln, tent Two of Portage. Triw T«n Owvli eatb. 

VERY, 
VERY FUNNY. 

CREAM of the BEST EUNNY THINGS 



ShicA:, S>eiroil J-Yee S^ess, JVorristowii 

Herald, deck's Sun, Texas Sifiinffs, 

jlrA;a//sa'i' 'Iraveler, efe. 



PROFUSELY" ILLUSTRATED. 



NUTS OS MOTHERS-IK-LAW, BOARDItJG-HOUSE BUTTEE, 

The GtRL— Her Beau and Ice Cream, or Clip- 
pings FROM "London Puhch." 

NEV/ YORK : 

DICK & FITZGERALD, PUBLISHERS, 

18 Ann Street. 



Send Cash ordeia to Dick & Filzserald, 



iriSgS" 



